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whose tent is the heavens and whose ways are
through the great deep.

The spirit seems a little childish to us, a little
unworthy. 'To walk humbly" is not a becoming
attitude for men. We have learned to love Nature
and enjoy its mystery and beauty without fear;
storms and tempests do not terrify us; we study
what is unknown with the assurance that before
long we shall master the puwle, and the marvel of
every new appearance will be transmuted into a
symbol of service. On every hand we find evi-
dence of our kinship with the spirit that made
the world; ideas in the mind are laws of Nature
and our thoughts rule the motion of the stars.
Not humbly but with serene pride and confidence
we give ourselves to the inflowing spirit; fear and
prayer are alike offensive to us. We are not slaves
or aliens, but sons and daughters of the House
Beautiful, and our rules of conduct are all modi-
fied by the fact that we have come of age and are
entered into our inheritance.

If happy confidence, and not fear, is the proper
spirit in which to face the mystery of things; if
investigation, and not prayer, is the clew to the
heart of the labyrinth, then we should study re'
ligion and morals with the same detached curios'